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Author's Notes: 
I've been struggling on whether | should even write anything about David now - because | don't to be 
disrespectful towards him or the guys. But I'm still processing him being gone, and for some reason it helped 


slightly to write this. 


The hotel room was somber in its cleanliness, in its familiarity. Bastian had seen hundreds of nearly 
identical hotel rooms, none any more or less lonely than the other. But this room in particular had been booked 
for an occasion Bastian had never dreamed he'd have to face. It felt deafeningly silent in here, but not in the 


safe-haven-from-the-road sort of way most rooms felt. 


Inside, neither man was quick to break that quietness. Tired after the funeral, both men dropped their bags 


to the floor and took a moment to themselves. 


When Bastian's hand twitched in its urge to find its fingers intertwined with Sylvain's once again, he chanced 


a look at his lover. 


He'd hoped to see that his face had changed since the funeral, but the signs of aging, the dark circles, 
hollow cheeks, and puffy eyes red from crying - it was all still there, plaguing the older man's normally 
cheerful expression. He wanted to speak, offer some comfort, but there was nothing to say that hadn't already 
been said that afternoon, or in the weeks leading up to this. 


Instead, he gingerly brushed his thumb across Sylvain's eyebrow, smoothing it, and causing the guitarist to 
look at him. The lump that had been in Bastian's throat since that morning grew larger as their eyes met. 


Broken - broken eyes like Bastian had never seen. Broken like Bastian felt inside. He hated knowing Sylvain 
was feeling it, too. He hated seeing his always jovial best friend looking like only a shell of himself. He knew he 
reflected that same look right back to him, and he hated that, too. 


He picked up Sylvain's wrists in his and carefully slid the sleeves of his jacket up just enough to reveal 
slivers of pale skin. He ran his thumbs over the surgical scars, which had faded into thin white lines. He'd only 
seen the original incisions through photos Sylvain had sent him. The healing process only proved how long 
they'd been apart. Too long - but never again 


"| should've been there for you," Bastian said, barely a whisper. "I didn't know how deeply you were really 
hurting, not being able to play guitar and..." 


"You couldn't - ," Sylvain started to say. 

"You told me you were in a dark place, Sylvain. 

"That was different - this is different. You had no way of getting to me back then 

Bastian swallowed hard at the lump in his throat, but it stayed put. 

"| should've been there for him, too.” 

"We can't blame ourselves, Bastian," the guitarist said. It hurt to meet his deep brown eyes, to see the 
sadness and pain swirling within. So Bastian stopped looking. He loosened his grip on Sylvain's forearms, and the 
Frenchman reached out and took his face into his palms. Soft, warm. Achingly familiar. Still, Bastian carefully 
avoided eye contact as his vision blurred. "We tried what we could. There wasn't much more we could do, 
other than hope that at some point he'd help himself." 

The tears flowed freely now, falling off his long lashes. He wrapped his arms around Sylvain and pulled him 
close, burying his damp face into his boyfriend's shoulder. The older man gently ran his hands up and down his 


back. 


"Is okay, mon ange," Sylvain tried to comfort him. "We're gonna be okay." 


"Bjorn is - he's not - ," Bastian tried, but he couldn't get it out without openly sobbing, so he stopped. He 
clutched his bandmate desperately as his body shook. "He looked so...” 


"Bjorn is going to be okay, too," Sylvain promised him. "We're all going to be okay, even you. You are strong, 


mon beau, and you have so much support all around you. I've got you." 


"lts not fair." Bastian hated that he sounded like a child. He hated that, once again, Sylvain was the one 
comforting him, when he hadn't been able to do the same for him. Sylvain had been hurting, all alone in France, 
and he hadn't been able to do the same. He was strong through everything, and Bastian was weak. "Its not 


fair..." 


"No, it's not fair at all, the Frenchman agreed softly. His heavily accented voice gently rumbled through 
Bastian's body, giving him a bit of strength. "Now come on, mon ange. Let's get you out of these clothes and 
into bed." 


"Don't - don't let me go yet," Bastian said, surging forward when Sylvain tried to release him. "Please." 


| won't let you go, all night," Sylvain told him firmly, slipping deft fingers between them to loosen Bastian's 
tie. "I'm here, mon amour" He undid the buttons on Bastian's dress shirt and guided it off his shoulders along 
with his suit jacket. His fingers paused on the nape of the drummer's neck as it was revealed to him. Bastian 
felt warmth stirring deep in him, which almost disgusted him. To feel that way, to want sex - when they had 
just both attended their best friend and band mate's funeral - it wasn't right. A few more tears escaped his 
eyes and he sniffed, allowing Sylvain to unbuckle his belt. 


Though his touch wasn't any less intimate, Sylvain clearly wasn't doing this to fulfill physical desires. He 


was showing great care for his much younger lover, in helping stripping him and guiding him into bed. 


In the bed, Bastian laid on his side, feeling hollow, his ears tuned to the soft sounds Sylvain made as he 
undressed and got in bed with him. 


Bastian realized his eyes burned from crying all day. He squeezed them shut as he felt himself enveloped in 
Sylvain's arms. The hot flesh of his lover seared his back as they pressed close beneath the clean hotel 
sheets. 


Yet even the sunshine of Sylvain's ever-burning love for him couldn't permeate all the way to his core like 
it normally did. There was a hole inside him, one that reached deep into far away galaxies, one in the shape of 
Dr. David Andersson, that would remain unfilled until they one day reunited in the dark skies. It made his bones 
ache. 


He knew David would have been quick to make fun of him for being melodramatic. 


But David wasn't here anymore. 


More tears stung his eyes, and he held Sylvain's arms around him in a death grip as sobs wracked his 
body yet again Sylvain stayed there with him, murmuring nonstop reminders of his love into the soft skin of 


Bastian's neck, until morning came to chase away the mournful night. 


